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pictures, scraps of brass and old silver* He was
a widower and was cared for by his girl, a child of
fourteen or so. He was a thin, grey-faced little man
with a pale wispy beard. The light was still burning
above his stall. He was standing there alone. He
heard Mike's step and lifted his face, gazing with
intent watchfulness.

4 Evening, Mr. Caul/ Mike said, feeling, he
knew not why, a sudden comfort. The bells cheered
him, and this blind man, at least, would neither know
nor care that evil times had fallen on him. ' I'm
Mike Furze/ he said, touching the man's sleeve.
He had often enough stopped at his stall, turning
the books over, examining the scraps of silver.
* You're after the rest/ he went on. * They've gone
home, all of them.'

' Why, Mr. Furze, it's you, is it? Mr, Michael
Furze?'

' Yes/ Mike said roughly. * Can't you tell my
voice from my brother's? '

Caul put out his hand, touched Mike's sleeve,
then caught his hand and held it,

* Why, of course/ he said.    * But it's by the
touch of the hand I can tell best.    There are some
hands I would tell among a thousand, and yours is
one of them, Mr. Furze/

Caul's hand was chill and bony.

* Why, what is there especial about my hund?'
Mike asked,

4 It's hard in the middle of the palm and soft
and warm the rest. Strong and soft both together.
And you have a scar on your thumb* First time I
ever held it I noticed that scar* You have freckles
on your hand/